80                                                                 A    SHORTER    EGO
at S.T. and got my article through as I wrote it! 4.45 and light
not too good.   Joggled down to Thorpe Bay, where Winsor was
waiting on the tee.    Held back by couple in front, an annoying
matron with, and proud of, a son who, Winsor tells me, has
only been playing a fortnight.   If they would let us through we
could get past the four-ball match in front, charming old walruses
who naturally don't see the fun of giving way to Female and
Offspring.   We take an hour to play six holes, by which time I
am 4 down.   Finally Female waves us on, but by this time the
game is ruined and we take z\ hours to complete a round we
normally do in if hours.   Winsor becomes dormy 5, but I take
him to the seventeenth green.    Am ridiculously disturbed at
being unable to hold my own at a half.   Time was when I would
back myself at these odds against any pro. In England, on any
course.    And to think that now I cannot hold my own with
the assistant on a potty little mud-heap like Thorpe Bay.   As
Marie Lloyd used to sing :  " I can't forget the days when I was
young I "  Carminati,  the head-waiter here, brought balm to
me at dinner, and Irvine, the wine-waiter and second in com-
mand, solace.    They are the most understanding, considerate,
and kindly pair I have ever met.   That brute, Fred Leigh, just
laughed at me, and said I ought to be thankful that golf matches
are decided on points.   Like most Colossuses, he is the gentlest
of souls, and at any 'hint of illness or low spirits comes lumbering
up with the solicitude of a mother-elephant.
A.pril 14   Went to bed last night at 10.30, utterly whacked,
Sunday.      and very nearly slept the clock round.    Composed
costume suitable for gent on fine Sunday at Southend
in April. Light blue shirt and collar, same colour stockings,
violet and maroon tie, sporting small check jacket and waist-
coat, Harris tweed plus fours large check, soft light-brown felt
hat, old brown shoes, nondescript handkerchief, and monocle.
Opening exchanges at breakfast:
ME.   Morning, Fred.   How do you like the tout ensemble ?
F. L.   Too much toot, James, and not enough of the other'
thing!